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.The  jolly  sailor, 
Betsy  Taylor's  lamentation. 
The  hen  -peck'd  husband. 
The  gallant  sailor. 


EDINBURGHj 

rR'.NXED  SflR  THE  BOdKmtJBP, 


THE  JOLLY  SAILOR. 


A  XiASY  born  of|birth  and  faine> 
To  Greenwich  town  for  pleasure  came^ 
Where  she  a  sailor  did  behold, 
Both  tall  and  trim,  of  courage  bold. 

She  viewed  him  with  her  lovely  eye^^ 
Her  heart  was  iil^d  with  great  surpris€r> 
FoT  he  was  handsome  tall  and  trioi, 
ThU  lady  fell  in  love  with  htm. 

Her  chief  care  was  to  let  him  know^ 
How  she  did  love  this  sailor  so  ; 
And  as  they  met  upon  a  day> 
She  to  the  Sailer  thus  did  say. 

I  understand  you  have  no  wi/e^ 
What  makes  you  lead  a  single  life  ? 
The  Sailor  thus  to  her  reply 'd, 
J  foF  myseif  can  scarce  provide- 

And  ifl  had  a  family, 
Thtir  wants  I  could  not  well  supply ; 
Besides  Lady,  there's  one  thing  more, 
.Was  I  to  go  where  cannons  roar. 

Ani  if  any  mischance  should  be, 
7h§r^>  np  one  l^ft  to  mourn  for  me^ 
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This  is   55^1  argument,  she  said* 
Hftny  » ^^dy  would  be  glad 

Of  iuch  a  bri^k  young  irjan  ai  yoti, 
rd  have  you  bicl  ttie  sea  adi^^u, 
You  are  welcome  lady,  thea  said  he, 
Thus  to  joke  and  je$t  with  me* 

No,  I  am  serious,  sir,  she  cry'd. 
And  a  match  for  you  {  will  provide  ; 
She  has  wit  and  beauty  as  }  Oa'il  find. 
1  make  "qo  doubt  she'll  please  your  mind 

She's  rEuch  like  me  in  each  degree, 
I  wish  it  wtie  the  same,  quoth  he^ 
You  have  your  w:      .take  home  your  lov 
And  rU  adore  you  by  ail  above. 

Ten  tho'isarid  pounds  2i  yetr  she  had, 
It's  eiiough  Jo  quit  the  ocean  wide, 
She  clothed  him  that  very  «ay, 
And  they  were  m.^rried  straightway* 

Straightway  after  this  they  went 
And  lived  in  the  wild  of  Kent, 
He  ha«  got  a  lady  for  his  wif^, 
Far  better  ihan  a  single  life. 

He  has  hh  servants  at  his  mlly 
This  marriag£  made  him  ioid  of  alJ.^ 
He  nc'er  wi  j  go  to  tbe  seas  more, 
For  this  fair  ]a<iy  doi  s  hfm  ^tdor^r 


BETvSr  TAYLOR'S  LAMENTATION 

In  Hygate  as  I  now  do  tell* 
One  Betsy  Taylor  there  did  dwell, 
Who  was  a  beauty  of  renown, 
But  now  her  roses  are  pull'd  down. 

With  Mr.  Hooker  she  did  reside, 
A  young  mnQ  wish'd  her  for  his  brides 
They  fix'd  upon  the  wedding  day, 
But  all  their  joys  are  fled  away. 

Her  brother  was  a  wicked  blade, 
This  poor  ypur.g  girl  he  did  persuade, 
To  rob  her  master,  wickett  /.eea  ? 
Which  makes  her  tender  heart  to  bie^d. 

Two  hundred  pounds  in  gold  they  stole. 
Now  Cbrist  havef  meiqy'on  her  soul, 
For  tisey  are  ta^en  and  cast  to  die. 
So  in  the  dreadful  ceils  tfcey  lie. 

When  at  the  bar  this, fair  maid  stood. 
The  tears  ran  down  just  like  a  flood, 
The  roses  from  her  che*  ks  were  fied, 
She  drooped  with  heart  as  cold  as  leady 

When  to  the  bar  poor  soul  was  broughtj 
For  mercy  on  her  knees  she  sought, 
The  Judge  unto  her  then  did  cry, 
There  h  no  helpj  for  you  must  dig.^ 
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WK;n  from  the  bar  they  did  her  take  ' 
W/trt  grief  her  heart  wa*  like  to  break^' 
Fer  sweetheart  he  was  in  the  omrtj 
Hh  deaiest  girl  for  to  support. 

When  back  to  prison  they  did  go, 
And  they  must  part,  O  fstal  woe ! 
The  scene  of  grief  no  tongue  can  tell, 
When  she  was  led  into  her  cell. 

With  aching  heart  she  now  does  lb, 
Until  the  day  tliat  she  raustdie, 
When  Ur«'St  in  white  from  lop  to  toe. 
To  meet  lier  fate  this  maid  will  go. 

So  tnaideng  now  take  warning  dl, 
Reflect  upon  her  wretched  fall, 
And  when  you  hear  the  deid-belt  toll. 
Fall  on  your  knees,  pray  for  her  soul. 

O  may  hf.r  death  atonement  make, 
Chribt  her  precious  soul  then  take, 
Arm  her  to  meet  tkp'' fatal  biow^ 
When  she  doth  sink  to  shades  belcw. 


THE  HtNPECKD  HWSBAND. 

Young  men  and  wives  T  pray  atttnd, 

while  I  relate*  my  ditty,* 
A  wite  I  have,  I  do  declare, 

fche's*  neither  haud;?orne,  neat  or  wiuy/ 
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For  better,  for  worse  I  took  my  wife> 
all  joys  of  life  with  me  miscarry'd, 

Ir  oft-times  wish'd,  but  wish'd  in  vain, 
that  to  her  I  had  ne^er  been  mari;y^dt} 

On  mooday  morning,  ere  it  is  lights 

likL  a  b  )rse  then  I  do  labour. 
And  when  that  I  come  home  at  night, 

DBar-am's  gossiping  with  each  neighbour* 

The  fi'-e  u  out.  the  beu^s  uninadej 

on  her  co'Tiing  home  Pm  obliged  to  tarry^ 

And  when  she  tioes.  ibesc  word«  she  fiayt, 
I'll  make  you  rue  y.  u  e'er  did  marry. 

1  am  your  wife,  your  lawful  wife, 
to  muntaio  me  y^'u  must  endeavour, 

1  call  Her  j»^weL  d^ar.  a  id  wife, 

but  txW  iheaif  loving  woros  won't  plea.se  bef. 

Then  with  a  stool  she  combs  my  ears, 
my  c(>ai  to  the  p^wnbrok  ^r  carries, 
oft«times  with  but  wish  i  •  vain, 
that  I  had  ne'er  been  mairyVj. 

On  Sunday  morning  she  does  begin, 
as  soon  as  e'er  her  eyes  ate  open, 

Come  rise  up  Johnj  and  feich  some  gin, 
dear  n     I  think  you^re  quite  provoking. 

Your  shitten  clouts  I  wash  and  dry. 

rock  the  cradle,  and  tend  the  fire, 
The  chamber-pot  at  me  does  fly^ 

cryiag,  You  dog,  thdji  take  your  hire. 
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j/y/  got  the  cholic)  fetch  more  gia 
whilst  Vm  gone,  then  comes  young  Harry^ 

My  horns  to  cooaplete  is  the  next  thing, 
if  this  if  wedlock,  then  who  would  marry. 

Then  I  hurry^d  back  with  the  gin^ 
thinking  to  gain  my  dear  wift^s  £ivour| 

She  calls  me  her  contented  buck, 
and  bids  me  drink  unto  my  neighbour. 

Then  from  my  sight  she  sayi  begone  ; 

the  Devil  take  both  her  and  Harry, 
It  would  be  well  for  Easy  John, 

believe  me  I  never  more  would  marry. 


THE  GALIANT  SAILOR. 

Farewell  my  dear  and  gallant  sailor, 
since  you  and  I  mu;it  parted  be ; 

If  you  prove  constant  without  failing, 
I  will  stiil  prove  the  same  to  thee. 

May  the  win<!s  and  waves  direct  you, 

to  the  wilful  port  designed, 
Though  you  leave  me  do  not  grieve  mc, 

let  your  love  be  as  true  as  mine. 

For  all  my  Father  he  proves  cruel, 
you  to  the  sea  must  go  once  more  i 

With  true  love  1  will  requite  you, 
none  but  you  I  do  adore» 
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Frlgbtful  dre^s  doth  oft  affright  ine, 
wr  en  on  my  bed  1  slumb'ring  li^  ; 

Di  e.^d  ul  hrrrar*  doth  surprise  me, 
whv  n  I  dream  ye're  cast  away. 

Frightful  dreams  doth  oft  affright  me, 
winhiiig  that  yt)U  were  in  my  arms, 

I  would  caress  you,  and  embrace  yoUj 
for  to  free  you  from  all  harms. 

Someiimu^my  dear,  hi  fatal  battle, 

my  thoughts  lire  me  that  you  are  slain, 

So  then  there's  nothir>g  that  caa  ease  a^e^ 
but  my  sailor's  return  again.  . 


